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By LeVar Pompey 

Realize your power and the limitation of those 
who thought they were all-powerful. 



I r WE O \ L N I ASK 

b e f ore 


by LeVar Pompey 

We speak before asking... 

We speak out of emotion, envy, or blind devotion 
to a group, 

social construct, or popular 
way of thinking that can lead to damage undone. 
After singing sobbing songs related to the 
Psalms of our faith 

we understand too soon the potential of 
greatness in the 

person that we condemned to the 
“chair” of misguided judgment. 

The envious know nothing outside of themselves, 
neither what’s in (themselves) unless 
there is something in it for them. 


But in time the gift anyone possesses when 
used is always a 
gift that extends. 

So someone’s flare for greatness is shared 
when released. 

It takes great care for them to give first and 
receive later; 

knowing that the measure of the 

times dictate the measure of understanding. 

The measure of understanding may come in a 

time where the 

gift's bearer rests among 

the deceased. 

Therefore, the bearer must believe more than 
they see 

understanding that time is like that 
of a farmer laying seeds of a tree. 

Even as the bearer knows that the results of 
progress is too 
far to wait on, they 

understand that the branches of such a gift will 
grow enough 

for future generations to sit 

under its protective shade or enjoy its strength 

during 



during turbulent winds in order to hang 
on. 

I implore all who see different to think before 
judging a 

stranger, for the sons and 

daughters of the most high are still our kin. 
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Like most writers, I often feel inspired by the mo¬ 
ment. That moment can take place at any time, 
place, or space. 

Before my iPhone, I would always write my 
thoughts on 

whatever sheet of paper I could find. If I hadn't 
memorized 

it during the drive to work or to the grocery store, I 
would jot 

it down on a napkin. By the end of the week, I 
would have 

a desk full of post-its and napkins with my 
thoughts. 

The above pic thought came to me at a time 
where I was 







feeling fatigue from the many pressures I had to 
deal with in 

regards to making deadlines I've set for myself 
with a few 

of my life goals. From the time I envisioned my 
first long term 

goal at the age of 18 until now, I've found that I 
was 

alone in the journey; mostly because the goals I 
set for 

myself and others were not as clear to those 
around me. As a consequence, I've often found 
that I am my biggest 

"cheerleader" lol. So far, I've managed to meet 
most of 

the goals I've set then and some I've set recently. 
As my 

responsibility grows, I find it even harder to con¬ 
centrate 

on the carryout of some of them along with the 
reminder 

that some people do not truly understand my 
vision. So I 

had the aaahhh moment (you know harps playing 
angels 



singing) like a voice from heaven, the above pic 
thoughts 

came to me and I felt comforted knowing that they 
were 

the part of the process I was no stranger to. I look 
at it 

from time to time in order to remind me of the 
goals I've 

set and met through adversity in the past which no 
doubt 

will be true for my future. I hope all who come in 
contact 

with them are reminded that, "Sometimes the big 
picture 

may appear blurry when you are the only one who 
sees 

it". So I implore you to stay the course! 
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My dream appears to be closer to reality than 
yours... 

When I close my eyes I see. 

When I close my eyes I see. 

When I open my eyes I dream. 

When I open my eyes I dream... 
but my dream is not of me. 

My dream was of another who fell asleep at the 

wheel of 

reality. 

In my dreams I find that God was the universal 

creator of 

all. 

In my dreams, God's image was not seen as a 


default. 

In my dreams he appeared to me as my father. 
My father is not yours biologically but he is ours. 
Though our father runs through my veins, he ap¬ 
pears to me 
differently. 

As I open my eyes to your dream, it feeds me 
names I do 
not recognize. 

I open my eyes to your dream and find that my 
ancestors did not conceive me. 



As I close my eyes I see my ancestors prayed for 
and 

believed in me. 

As I open my eyes to your dream, I noticed that 
my 

inheritance was none. 

As I closed my eyes to see, I saw my inheritance 
deep 

within me. 

As I open my eyes to your dream, I noticed limits 

were in 

place. 

As I closed my eyes I saw that my reality was my 
beliefs 

and that all were waiting to be 

seen in the confines of your dream of me. 

As I close my eyes to your dream, I see you de¬ 
flecting 

your flaws while persecuting those 
who have not the privilege to have any. 

When my eyes are open to your dream, I realize 
that with 

your public relations team, you 
are as real as what you reveal to me. 

As I closed my eyes, I saw my reality uncut. 

As I opened one eye to your dream and left the 



other 

closed, somehow I saw the frame 

come into focus and the future of my present was 

a 

present yet to unfold. 

You see...my reality is what I see even if you try 
and blind 

me with your expectations of 
me. 

I claim it and one day you too shall see. 
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AND YOU BEL lEvTlT 
YOU WILL BE WORTHLESS 
IF YOU BELIEVE THAT 
YOU POSSESS A POWER 
UNHEARD OF ... I T WILL BE 


Ouoctrv 
Poetry & (I 


by LeVar Pompey 


If you believe it...it will be. 

If someone says you are worthless and you be¬ 
lieve it... 

you will be worthless. 

If you believe that you possess a power unheard 
of... 

it will be. 





ay To Day 

REFLECTION... 
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Yes the chipped vessel speaks. 

I've held on to a hand that left me sinking in the 
sands of 

time from age 4 and up, yet I speak. 

Before I spoke, I climbed. 

As I climb I speak, because no person in human 
form ever 

shed their skin in perfection to speak. 

Yes the chipping of my stressed frame from levels 
of 

learning, unlearning, and relearning is worn. 

From some guidance, to no guidance because 
those that 

guided had no idea how to guide him through ter¬ 
rain they've never traveled. 


From the chipping vessel who found himself like a 
boulder 

on the edge of a cliff, staring down at people who 

were in 

pieces... 

To becoming a vessel that saw vessels that ap¬ 
peared 

strong yet secretly peeled off the illusion when in 
private 

as they cried shut their eyelids. 

To understanding why the tongue is one of the 
most 

powerful muscles when flexed. So powerful that 
the same 

person who was respected by crowds can be con¬ 
demned 

to their death in a tone just as loud as the song 
that 

chanted their name when in victory. 



Yes the chipped vessel speaks while the broken 
lunge 

pieces of themselves toward me hoping my focus 
is 

distorted like the stories they've told of me. 

Yes the chipped attempts to repair their cracked 
lives yet 

speaks to preserve those that are whole while 
passing the 

mirror of the soul to those broken vessels who've 
forgotten 

the road back home. 

My positive position is set in stone because as I 
attempt to 

flee it for the acceptance of the clones, it boomer¬ 
angs 

back into my hand as if remote controlled. 

I accept with open arms your position to oppose 
me but 

still I will speak until the cloned open their eyes to 
the soul 

of me. In that regard, I know we can repair each 
other. 

Only then we can be whole...again. 




are. 

We aim to impress someone who will look down 

on us and 

just raise the bar. 

While you reach for someone else's standards, 
you've 

forgotten your own. 

Your child no longer wants the attention you prom¬ 
ised them 

and they are on their own. 






We sell our words hoping that they may create the 
proof. 

We lie in such detail that we hope the minds of 
others 

regurgitates them backup until they 
taste like truth. 



Yes, dynasties have lived longer than their actual 
reign. 

You'd be surprised at how many have lost more 
wealth than 

they say but we believe them 

because wealth has been synonymous with their 

name. 

Words are more powerful than you think; they've 
moved the 

feet of those at Selma or 

trumped peace talks in the middle eastern hearts 
of America. 

While we claim victory through breaking latched 
gates into a 

class in which we were not 

invited, we tread in unwanted waters watching oth¬ 
ers drown. 

The site from the starkly waters show our true 
peers on 
higher ground. 

As they try and guide us back to safety, 

we swim out deeper, unable to see their lantern of 

hope, 

drifting further out into an ocean 

of empty promises as we are tethered to someone 

else's 



reality. 

I say that you should create your own and you will 
own what 
you create. 

Live for the breaths taken by those you've created. 
Procreate seeds with ideals of hope that eventu¬ 
ally become 
reality. 

Win your purpose back and fight for your heart. 
Lose the acceptance of a few. 

Lose the yoke of hoping to gain acceptance of 
those whose 
expectations limit you. 

Create your own and you will own what you cre¬ 
ate. 

Win your honor back! 

Win back yourselves! 
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There are many who love illusion... mainly be¬ 
cause the 

game would include them. 

There are many who will lead you towards delu¬ 
sion all while 
selling you a solution that 

was never meant to conclude the actual problem. 
Placebos are only as strong as their profit and our 
health is 

as weak as our perception of 
misdirection. 

If there is no profit gained from their perception 
then the 



time they have 

invested in it surely isn't substantial. 

Do not misread my writing as if no one is 
enlightened 

because there are many who do it 
for profit. 

To profit humanity as well as keep food in their 
pantry is 

nothing I condemn. 

I condemn someone's defamation for another 

person's 

entertainment. 

My gladiator instincts are serious and are mainly 
aligned 

with that of Marcus Aurelius 

when keeping mobs away from corrosive coliseum 

habits. 

Habits develop from routine and the more we want 
the more 

we fiend so the more "real" 

the drama the more grotesque it has to be. 

We are all prone to addiction but if we all fall 
victim, it will 

become the acceptance of a 

norm of which no one would have the wisdom to 

diagnose. 



Meaning., that if we are all in confusion, about 
what is real 

and what is delusion then we 
will all fall victim to the illusion. 
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"Every great dream begins with a dreamer", said 

the one who 

led countless to their 

dreams toward freedom. 

I've realized my dreams before you read them. 
My dreams were born in my quiet time before I 
bred them. 

I've written the end before beginning the story. 
The casting changed with my aspirations. 

I had no intention to break the chain but it seems 
the rain 

experienced by those who were 

links in the chain rusted their hollow grasp. 


Still tomorrow came and I follow the name in which 
I made as 

opposed to the one given yet 
I pray that my decision adds to the power 
descending from 
my veins. 

Every pact I make toward living gives me the 
power to 

ascend from grave thought. 

My powers to produce gave me the root that 
stems from me 
beginning with my family 
tree. 

As I wait to cradle their minds into powers this 
world can not 

define, I nurture that which I've found in order to 
assist those living now. 

The smoke from my Cohiba reached the heavens 
with my 

thoughts until my 
future changed my present. 

I can honestly thank my creator for my mental, 
spiritual, 

physical, and financial 
investments. 

Now all I seek is longevity with a future that will be 



my 

present. 

Since help is soon to arrive, I can only be grateful 

for the 

message. 
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Just as you begin to take longer looks at your 
reflection, 

falling in love with your overall appearance, 
flaws and all, 

that is when onlookers get into the shaming 
business. 

They pinpoint your flaws in order to shame you 
into 

submission. 

Should you submit to your flaws, 




you will then hinder your ability to succeed. 
Succeed nonetheless. 

Love Yourself. 



VICTIM OR VICTOR... 
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There are no losers here. 

I am the Creator and the Terminator of what ties I 

choose to 

shear. 

If I choose despair over love, 

I choose it then. 

If I choose peace and solitude over people with no 
honor who 

are bothered by moods 

they have yet to conquer because they'd rather be 

surrounded 

by fools... 

I choose it then. 




I have no one to blame but the owner of my name 
who is a 

soldier of a king we all 

know even if you disown him through fame. 

I own what I say. 

I own what I think even if it was given to me by the 
owner of 
creation and 

I have no one to blame but me. 

If I stand alone amongst a globe of clones driven 
by 

fear over betterment, then 
I have no one to blame but me. 

No man or woman on this earth can take credit for 
my 

birth nor take credit for my 

death that was destined on this earth. 

We are all living to die. 

I hope my living is the light that was given to me 
before 

my mother accepted to 

guide me as an immortal through the portal of her 
womb to my existence in time. 



I choose who I am and I have no one to blame... 

but 

Me. 
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Waiting for a savior is like drowning with your 

hands 

Up. 
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A CROWD TOCONFRONT YOUR 

FEARS...YOUR FEARS WILL 

ALWAYS DOMINATE YOU. 
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If you need a crowd to confront your fears... your 
fears will always dominate you. 


DON'T MISS 

YOUR 

BLESSINGS 
BECAUSE 
YOU ARE 
TRYING TO 

HINDER 

SOMEONE 

ELSE'S. 
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Don't miss your blessings because you are trying 
to hinder someone else's. 






-f.e\ or Pompey 
Noble Poets Royal Ink 


THE HUMAN FAMILY 

BEGINS TO 

DECAY WHEN 

BROTHERS NO LONGER 

RECOGNIZE ONE 

{ ANOTHER. } ” 

S?i:;L I SEE YOU 

= MY BROTHER. = 
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The human family begins to decay when brothers 
no longer recognize one another. 

Still I see you my brother. 







I appreciate ALL of YOU who have supported my 
creative 

works! I hope that you've enjoyed this project and I 
invite 

you all to stay tuned for my upcoming e-book 


"I Hear the 

Angel's Wings Hum From a Distance..." In the 
meantime, 

please feel free to follow us on instagram 
@noblepoetsroyalink or noble_o.n.e. On 
Instagram 


A Noble Poet Lives Forever! 



